SUN YAT SEN AND THE CHINESE REPUBLIC

altar of the most fragrant flowers, in the midst
of which, Chinese fashion, was a large framed
picture of Hwang Hsing. Breathing in the deep
perfume of the flowered midst, in the silence of
the moment, I gazed long at the picture, although
it was, indeed, familiar to me, since Hwang him-
self had given me one of the originals when the
likeness was first taken.

I approached nearer, coming deeper into the
thick fragrance of the flowers, and as I stood and
reflected, to me the spot, for the time being,
became dedicated to the higher purposes of that
great courage for which Hwang's whole life was
a supreme ideal.

As I lingered, the little baby boy of the great
general toddled over to me and looked wonder-
ingly. I took the child by the hand; and, governed
by some instinct, common alike to the babe, to
the mature, and to the aged, the little one stood
patiently beside me while I still remained at that
place, sanctified to the spirit of courage as sym-
bolized in the memory of Hwang Hsing.

Hwang Hsing, the leader of the Dare-to-Dies,
was dead. Hwang Hsing, who carried on the
work of blood and who took the brunt of battle
because he believed in Chinese liberty; Hwang
the Indomitable; Hwang the Courageous; Hwang
the Upright Patriot; Hwang, who threw his life
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